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any thing further by way of Preface; but my 
Publiſher inſiſts on the neceſſity of my ſaying ſome- 


thing in behalf of the Piece, which, I think, ought 


to ſpeak for itſelf, and that my friend's ſcheme is 


much of the ſame colour with Bayes's practice of 


printing papers 10 inſinuate the Plot into the Boxes. 


It has been uſual with the Writers of the French 


Theatre, it is true, to tack Examens of their 


Plays, like a ſting or melius non tangere to the Cri- 


ticks, to the tail of them. But why need an Eng- 
liſh Author put himſelf to that trouble, when the 


learned and impartial . gentlemen of the Reviews 


are ſo ready to take it off his hands, unleſs it were, 
like Dryden, to turn the thunder of the Critick's 
own artillery againſt himſelf, and to confute or 
anticipate his cenſures, by proving the Fable, Cha- 


rafters, Sentiments, and Language, to be excel- - 


lent, or, if indeed there were ſome parts of it in- 
ferior to the reſt, ſuch parts were purpoſely under- 
written, in order to ſet off the ſuperior” to more 


advantage? This, indeed, Dryden has often done, 


* 
= 


and done ſq inimitably, that I ſhall not attempt 
5 : 8 5 F x . : : | „ 1 it 


2 8 2 


| FTER expreſfling my Gratitude to the Pub- 

A lick for the kind reception they have given 
to Miſs Honeycombe, and returning thanks to the 
Performers for their care and uncommon excellence 
in the Repreſentation, I did not think of adding 
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vi EF. 
it after him. To the Gentlemen, therefore, above 
mentioned, the ſelf-impannelled Jury of the Eng- 
Iiſh Court of Criticiſm, without Challenge, I put 
myſelf on my Trial for the High Crime of writing 
for the Stage, truſting that their candour will ſend 
me a good deliverance. | 
I could, indeed, in compliance with the requeſt 
of my Publiſher, have obliged the Publick, by 
printing, entire, an original Manuſcript, now in 
my poſſeſſion, containing ſeveral ſtrictures on the 
following ſcenes ; being no other than a Letter 
from my Mother, occaſioned by the firſt night's 
repreſentation, which, like moſt other firſt nights, 
was nothing more than a Publick Rehearſal, with 
ten thouſand fears and apprehenſions that never 
attend a private one. That Good Gentlewoman, 
hurt at the confuſion, and in pain for my ſuccels, 
tells me with much warmth, and as dogmatically 
as any Male Critick could poſſibly do, that She is 
aſtoniſhed at my attempting to violate the received 
Jaws of the Drama——That the Cataſtrophe (that 
was really her word) is directly contrary to all 
known rules—That'the ſeveral Characters, inſtead 
of being diſmiſſed, one by one, ſhould have been 
induſtriouſly kept together, to make a bow to the 
audience at the dropping of the curtain That, 
notwithſtanding any confuſion, created by the Girl's 
whimſical paſſion for Novels, in the courſe of the 
Piece, all parties ſhould be perfectly reconciled to 
each other at laſt. Polly, having manifeſted her 
affection for him, ſhould, to be ſure, have been mar- 
Tied to Scribble; and the Parents ſhould have 
been thoroughly, though ſuddenly, appeaſed by the 
declared reformation of both. Ledger might, 
with much propriety and great probability, have 
peen diſpoſed of to the Nurſe : and the whole 
„ l pl „ Piece, 


P RE F CE M0 


Piece, inſtead of concluding bluntly with a ſen- 
tence in Proſe, ſhould have been tagged with a 
Couplet 'or Two; and then every thing would 
have gone off ſmoothly and roundly, 42 1a mode 
du Theatre. 

Having thus preſented the Publick with a ſmall 

ſpecimen of my good Mother's talents for Criti- 
ciſm, I ſhall not, "by attempting to anſwer them, 
heap Remarks upon Remarks; rather chuſing to 
leave Her and all other Criticks, Male and 'Fe- 
male, to meditate on the following extract from 
Ben Johnſon; but muſt, at the ſame time, deſire 
not to be underſtood to take to myſelf that confi- 
dence, - with which he preſumes to een, of bis own 
abilities... 
Though my. 'Citaſtrophe by in this Aria 
ce rigour of Comick Law, meet with cenſure; I 
deſire the learned and charitable Critick, to have 
% ſo much faith in me, to think it was done of 
cc induſtry : for, with what eaſe I could have va- 
© ried it nearer his ſcale (but that I fear to boaſt 
my own faculty) I could here inſert.” _ 

To this quotation I ſhall add a ſhort ſtory, and 
then conclude my Preface with an Extract from 
the Catalogue of one of our moſt popular Circu- 
lating Libraries; from which Extract the reader 
may, without any great degree of ſhrewdneſs, ſtrain 
the moral of this performance. The ſtory is as 
follows. | 

A Nobleman of Madrid, being preſent at the 
Spaniſh Comedy, fell aſleep during the firſt act, 
and never woke again till the end of the play. 
Then rubbing his eyes, and obſerving his friends 
laughing at the hearty nap he had taken, he cried 
out, How now? Gentlemen! What! Is it OVER 
ion? Are. 1 Aclors all Married? 


EXTRACT. 


Ace Rake, or the 
modern ſine Gentleman. 
Adventures of Miſs Polly 
B—ch—:rd and Samuel Tyt- 
rel, efq. 
Adventures of Jerry Buck. 
Adventures of Dick Hazard. 
Adventures of Jack Smart. 
—_— of 8 4 
Pas Lars of David Simple. 
Adventures of a Turk. | 
Adventures of Daphnis and 


Chloe. - 
Advenures 3 Cleremont 

and Mad. de a 
Adventures of 2 | 


Adventures of Jokeph Andrews: | 
| kr ge of Hamilton Mur- 


Brothers. 
HBubbled Knights, or ; faccefoful 


by 77» 0 of a Rake. 

Adventures of a Cat. | 

Adventures of a Black Coat. 
Adventures of Frank Ham 


Adventures of a Valet. 


_ Adventures of Capt. Green- 


land, 
„ -—»=ji of Roderick Ran- 
Adventures of Pereprine Pickle. 
| Adventures of Fer mand Count 
Fathom, 
Aer and Iſmeaa, or the War 
of the tender paſſions. 
Amelia, by Mr. Fielding. 
Amelia, or the di Wife. 


| Amour of Philanker and ni 


Fo 


E X T R 4A C T. 


via, or Love- letters between 
a Nobleman and his Siſter. 
Amorou Friars, or the latrigues 
of a —_—_ 


Anti- Gallican, or the Hiſtory 


Anti- 7 BY or feigned Inno 


© cence detected. 
Apparition, or Female Cavalier, 
a Story founded vn Facts. 
Auction. 8 
Beauty put to its Shifts, or the 
Young Virgin's Rambles, 
being ſeveral Years Adven- 
tures of Miſs * in 
En and P | 
et, or the F ente Diſ- 
ry; 2 the 282235 
of of Miſs Polly 


. Contrivances ; plainly evinc- 
ing, in two familiar inſtances 
lately tranſacted in this Me- 

| is, the Folly and Unrea- 

ſnablemſe of Parents /aying a 
Reſtraint upon their Childrens 
" Tnclinations in the affairs of 

Lowe and * 


Card. | 
Chiron, or the mental Optician. 
Chit-chat, or a ſeries of inte- 
reſting Adventures. 
Chryſal, or the Adventures of 
Teen ner 


| Quill or te Hiſtory of 


Hog th mol; comprehend- 
* important Con- 
Cern 


Fair Ada. 


4 


EX TRACT wr 


cerns of private Life, and 
particularly ſhewing the Dif- 
treſſes that may attend the 
Miſconduct both of Parents 
and Children in relation to 
Marriage. 
Cleora, or the Fair Incoatants 


an authentick Hiſtory of the 


Life and Adventures of. a 
Lady, lacely very eminent in 
high Lie. 
e and Cecilia, 2 Novel, 
deſigned as a ſpecimen of 2 
Collection, adapted to form 


the Mind to a * 
oy RE Hitry of Barbaroſſa and Pol - 


Hiſtory of Two. Perſons of. | 


thinking, and a proper 


of bebaving in Life. | 
Clio, or a ſecret Hiſtory of the 


Amours of Mrs. S—n—m. 


| Cry; A Dramatick Fable. 


Dalinda, or the Pouble Mar- 


riape 2 


1 —— - Cratches in Enge 
land,. To Night Scenes in 


London. 


5 Emily, or the he 7 of a 


Natural Daug 


Fair Moraliſt. 
Fair Citizen, or 38 
of Charlotte Bellmour, 
Fanny, or the Amoyrs of a 
Welt, country young Lady, 


. Female Foundling ſhewing the 


-- hippy Succeſs of conſtant 


Love, in the Life of Made- 


moiſelle 95— kx —. 1 
Female Rambler, or Adventures 
of Madam Janeton de * *- 
Female er or the 85 
man Hater. 
Female Falſhood. 

Forwunace 9 amy or Memoirs 
of Sir Andrew Thompſon. 
F ortune · Teller, or the F ootman 

- Jacob 


* 


Hiſtory of Henry 


Friends, a ſentimental Hiſtory 
Gentleman and Lady of Plex. 
ſure's Amuſement, in Eighty- 
eight Queſtions, with their 
Anſwers, on Love and Gal- 
lantry. To which are added, 
the Adventures of Sophia, 
with the Hiſtory of Frederick” 
and Caroline. 
Hentietta, 
Hiſtory of Charlotte Villars. 


Hiſtory of Miſs Kitty N, 
containing her Amours and 


Adventures in Scotland, Ire- 
land, Jamaica, and land, 


Quality. 
Hiſtory of Lavinia Rawlins, 


Hiſtory of two Orphans, by: 


W. Toldervy. 

Numant, Fla; 
and Miſs Charlotte Evelyn 
with ſame critical Remarks 
On comic Actors, hy Mrs. 
. Charke. 


11 
0 Hiſtory of Benjamin St. Martin, 
24 ſaxtunate Foundli K 


Hiſtory of the Liſe a Adven- 
tures of Mr. Anderſon... 
Hiſtory of — or the Ad: 


ventures of a young 


| Interſperſed with the Hiſtory | 


of Emilia, Julia, and others. 
Hiſtory of Betty Barnes. 


We Jemmy ang Jenny 
( Dicky Gotham and 
. 8 Ty 
H iſtory of Fanny geymogr. 


Hiſtory of Sophia Shakeſpeare.: 


Hiſtory of Sir Charler: Oran 
diſon. 
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Hiſtory er Regen and k his 
-*Sow / 


Hiſtory | and « Adventures 8 
Frank Hammond. 

Hiſtory of Jaſper Banks, 
History of J- Trueman, Eſq ; 
And Miſs Peggy Williams. 

Hiſtory of Sir Harry Herald 
and Sir Edw. Haunch. 
Hiſtory of Will Ramble, Abi. 

bertine. 
Hiſtory of Miſs Polly Willis. 
Hiſtory of my own Life, 
Hiſtory of Lucy Wellers. 
Hiſtory af a Fair Greek, ho 
was taken out of a Seraglio 
ar Conſtantinople. . . - 


| Hiſtory:of- Hai Ebor Vokhan, 


an Indian Prince. 
Hiſtory of the human Heart, 
or Adventures of a n 


Gentleman. g 
- Hiſtosy of-Charlote nme 
. Hiſtory of Cornelia. 


HE of Tom Jones a Foutd- 
ling 


ö Hißery ef Tom Jones * his 
arri State. 
Hiſtory of two modem Adven- 


7 
I, 


turers. 


A. 4 K, +9 ov 


* Hiltoryof Mi6 Sally Sable. | 


Hiſtory! of Mira, . e of 


3 Marti. = 
The of Amanda, by a young | 


| Lady." 
Hiſtory - vf #IVoman of Qa. 
myr of | 
_ Lady Frail. ; 


or the Adventares X a g 
Dog 11 1 8 


3 of, Wilkelmina/ sg. 


Tal Doermer. 


- Hiſtory of Porcia. 1 
Hiſtory of ti Coanel of Dal 


wyn. 
hs 


8 


or the e of | 


=. | EXTRACT. 


Hiſtory of Ophelia. 

1 of the Marchioneſs de 
Pompadour, Miſtreſs to the 
French King, and ſirſt Lady 

of Honour to the Queen. 

Hiſtory of Tom Fool. 

Hittory of the rtrigzes and 

- Gallantries of Chriſtiana, 
- _ of Sweden. 

ſtory of Jack: Connor. 
Ries of Miſs Betſy T 


| 7 of fome of the Peni- 


- tents in the Magdalen-Houſe. 

Jilts, or Female ** bunt- 

. 

Impetuous Lover, or the Guilt- 
- leſs Farraeide;; ſhewing 75 

Luba Lengths Love may run, 
and the extreme 
forming ſchemes for Futurity. 


Intriguing Coxcomb. 
1 every Stage 


23 Adventures of David 


: Ranger, Eſq.- / 
Juvenile Adventures of Nit 
Kitty Fiſher. 5 212 


Lach, s Advocate, or Wit and 
Beauty 


Aa”: Match for Trea- 


7 | fortunate and finiſter 3 Quar- 
rels and Reconciliations be- 
tween Lovers; conjugal 
Plagues and Comforts, Vexa- 
tions and Endearments ; with 

many remarkable Incidents 

and Adventures, the Effects 


of Love and Jealouſy, Fide- 


lity and Inconſtancy. 


| Eadies Tales. 


Life __ Adventures of Miran- 
da. 
Life's 


Folly of 


EXT ͥ xi 


Life's efs, or the Adven> 
tures of Natura. 

Life and Adventures of Joe 
Thompſon. 

Life of Harriot Stuart. 

Life of Patty Saunders. 

Life and Hiſtory of a Pilgrim . 

_ and Adventures of Sobri- 


Life of Corporal Bates, a bro- 
ken-hearted Soldier. 

Life and Adventures of Coll. 
Jack. | 


Life and Adventures of James 


Ramble, Eſq. 
Life of Charles Oſborn, Eſq. 
Life of Mr. John Van. : 


| Life and Opinions of Miſs Su- 


key Shandy, of Bow-Street, 
Gentlewoman. 


Love and Friendſhip, or the 


Fugitive. 
Lydia. 
Marriage AR. 
Memoirs of the Counteſs of 
Berci. 
Memoirs of Fanny Hill. 
Memoirs of a Man of Quality. 
Memoirs of the Life of Job 
Medley, Eſq. 
Memoirs of a Coxcomb. 
Memoirs of the Shakeſpear” $- 


Head Tavern. 


| Memoirs of the celebrated Miſs 


Fanny M 
Memoirs of B — Tracey. 


Memoirs of Fidelio and Har- 


riot. 


Memoirs of Sir Thomas Hough- 


fort and Mr. joſeph Wil- 


liams. 


Memoirs of an Oxford Se 
' Memoirs of a young Lady of 


Quality. 
We of the noted Buck- 


horſe. 


Memoirs of ſir Charles Good- 
Modern CharaRers illuſtrated 
Modern Lovers. 


Mother. 
Mother-in-Law. 


| New Atalantis for the Year One 


_ Rofalinda. , 5 
School of Woman, or Memoirs | 


Sedan, in which many new 


Siſters. 
Skimmer. | A 
Sopha. | A 
Spy .on Mother Midnight, or 1 
F— Adventures. | 
Stage- Cue ; 
 Temple« 


Memoirs of a certain Iſland. 
Memoirs of a Man of Pleaſure. 
Memoirs of a young Lady of 


Family. 


ville. 


by Hiſtories, 
Modern Story-teller, 


New Atalantis for the Year One 
thouſand ſeven hundred and 
fifty-eight. 

New Atalantis for the Year One 
thouſand ſeven hundred and 
fitfy-nine. 


thouſand ſeven hundred and 
ſixty. | 
Nominal Huſband. 
Panic 
Polydore and Julia. 
Nn of Quality, or Adul- 
tery à la Mode; being a- 
thentic and genrine Memoirs 
of ſeveral perſons of the 
higheſt Quality. 
Reformed Coquet 


Revolutions 'of Modeſty... 
Rival Mother. 


Roxana. 
of Conſtantia. 


and entertaining Characters | 
are introduced. 
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Tadig, or the Book of Fate. 


Temple-Beauv, or the Towy- Zara and the Zarazians. 
Rakes. Zulima, or Pure Love. 


Theatre of Love, a Collection c. Sc. c. c. oc; 

. of Novels. | Sc. Sc. e. &c. Oc. 
True Anti-Pamela.  &c. Ce. Se. Se. Ee. 
Widow of the Wood. Ee. & „ We, + Oe,” Oe 


PR oLos 0 * 


Spoken by Mr. K I N G. 
rr HER, in days of nw, from Spain or France 


Came a dread Sorcereſs, ber name, Romance; 


Oer Britain's e ber wayward fpells She ow. 
Aud Common Senſe in magick chain bound faſt. 
In mad Sublime did each fond Lover woot, 


And in Heroicks ran each Billet-Doux : 
High deeds of Chivalry their ſole Delight, 
Each Fair a Maid Diſtreſt, each Swain a Knight. 


Then might Statira Orondates ſee, 
"At Tilts and Tournaments, arm'd Cap-a-pe. 
Sbe too, on Milk-white Palfrey, Lance in hand, 
A Dwarf to guard ber, pranc'd about the land. 


_ This Fiend to quell, bis fword Cervantes dreo, 
A truſty Spaniſh Blade, Toledo true: 


Her Taliſmans and Magick Wand He broke—— 
Knights, Genii, Caſtie.— —vaniſbed into ſmoke, 


_ 


But 


Pp R O l. o G u E. 


But now, the dear delight of later years, 
The younger ſiſter of ROMANCE appears: 
Leſs ſolemn is her air, her drift the ſame, 
And Nov her enchanting, charming, Name. 
Rom AN CE might ftrike our grave Forefathers pomp, 
But NoveL for our Buck and lively Romp |! 
Caſſandra's Folios now no longer read, 
See, Two neat Pocket Volumes in their ſtead ! 
And then ſo ſentimental is the Stile, 
So chaſte, yet ſo bewitching all the while ! 
Plot, and elopement, paſſion, rape, and rapture, 
De total ſum of ev'ry dear dear Chapter. 
*Tis not alone the Small-Talk and the Smart, 
Jis NoveL moſt beguiles the Female Heart. 
Miſs read. ſhe melts—fhe fighs—Love fteals upon ber 
And then— Alas, Poor Girl : good night, poor Honour ö 


4e * Thus of our Pelly having lightly ſpoke, 
« Now for our Author — but without a joke. 
« Though Wits and Journals, «who ne er fibd before, 


« Have laid this Baniling at a certain door, 
o 


* 


« [nc declarè it, as a ferious truth, 

« Jig the firſt folly of a fimple Yeuth, 

* Caught and deluded by our harlot plays. 
«« Then crafh not in the ſpell this infant Bayes ! 
Exert your favour to à young Beginner, 

« Nor uſe the Striplins like a Batter d Sinner] 


A 


» Theſe Lines were added by Mr. Garrick, on its being 


reported, that he was the Anthor of this Piece : and, however 


humorous and poetical, contain as ſtrict matter of fact as the 


dullell Pro te, 


Where, lving ſtore of faults, they'd fain heap more z ) 


» 7 


38 ON. 


Hontycomae, 
LzDOER, 


 SCRIBBLE, 


Mrs. Honzycomse, 
PoLLy, 


Nurs, 


Mr. Yares. © 
Mr. BzansBy. 


Mr. KING. 


Mrs. KENNEDv. 


Miſs Popz. 


Mrs. BRADSsHAw. 


. 


— 


. « 


* * X 
* On * * ** N 2 


Nr | 


1 


POLLY HONEYCOMBE, 


A Dramatick Nov IL of One Acr, 


SSEPSETREO SS SSSR RRSEES 


* 


. N 


An Apartment in HONEYCOMBE's Houſo, 


POLLY, with 4 Book in her Had, 


E LL faid, Sir Georget—O the dear 
man But ſo——*< With theſe words 

| * the enraptur'd baronet [reading] con- 
080 -Þ e cluded his declaration of love. 800 
reading] what tongue deſcribe, or pen de- 
15 we the amiable confuſion of fer Pn 


Well! now for it“ Reader, if thou art a 
* courtly reader, thou haſt ſeen, at pate tables, 


_ iced 


„ 


. 
= F 
bo 

oy. 
x 


—Þ* But what heart can imagine, 


2 POLLY HONEYCOMBE. 


<« iced cream crimſoned with raſberries ; or, if thau 
art an uncourtly reader, thou haſt ſeen the roſy- 
finger'd morning dawning in the golden eaſt ;”* 
—Dawning in the golden eaſt !—Very pretty; 
«© Thou haſt ſeen, perhaps, [reading] the artificial 
% vermilion on the cheeks of Cleora, or the ver- 
* milion of nature on thoſe of Sylvia; thou haſt 
s ſeen—in.a word, the lovely face of Emilia was 
_ © overſpread with bluſhes.?———This is a moſt. 
beautiful paſſage, I proteſt! - Well, a Novel for 
my money! Lord, lord, my ſtupid Papa has no 


taſte. He has no notion of humpur, and charac- 


ter, and the ſenſibility of delicate feeling. [affec-- 
ztedly] And then Mama, — but where was I? — Oh 
here Overſpread with bluſhes. [reading] Sir 
George, touched at her confuſion, gently ſeized 
* her hand, and ſoftly preſſing it to his boſom, 
<« [atting it as ſbe reads) where the pulſes of his 
heart beat quick, throbbing with tumultuous 
«+ paſſion, in a plaintive tone of voice breathed out, 
s Will you not anſwer me, Emilia?“ — Tender 
creature “ She, half raiſing [reading and act- 
ing] her downcaſt eyes, and half ioelioing hot 

s averted head, ſaid in faltering accents— Yes, 
« Sir!“ Well, now !—*<* Then gradually recover- 
ing, with ineffable ſweetneſs ſhe prepared to ad- 
« dreſs him; when Mrs. Jenkinſon bounced into 
<« the room, threw down a ſet of china in her hur- 
ry, and ſtrewed the floor with porcelain frag- 
ments; then turning Emilia round and round, 
< whirled her out of the apartment in an inſtant, 
$ and ſtruck Sir George dumb with aſtoniſnment 
at her appearance. She raved; but the baroneg 
I reſuming his accuſtomed effrantery—— 


Enter 


3 


And kia it a thouſand times, and read it 1 4 
thouſand times, and— — 1 
| POLLY. f 

Oh charming! | 
3 R 8 E. 1 

And ran about the room, and bleſt himſelf, y 

| and, heaven preſerve us, curſt himſelf, and 1 
: VVV 4 

Very fine! very fine! % 561-t I 

N U R Ss E. dec | 

And vowed he was the moſt misabls creature 

c B  - LLw4ᷓ 

1 * = 


POLLY HONEYCOMBE., 3 


B. NuRSE. 


* 


Ok, Nurſe I am glad to ſee you Well, and 


Werle 


* 0 T” 

Well, Chicken ! | . 

P OE x Ws 

Tell me, tell me all this inſtant. Did vou ſee 

bim ? Did you give him my letter? Did he 

write? Will th come? Shall I ſee him? Have 

you got the anſwer in your 7 Have you 
N ARS E. 5 

Bleſſings on her, how her tongue runs! 

5758 

Nay, but come, dear Nurſe, tell | me, what did 


ings 
N U 'n 8 


— * - 
Fs py 


Say! : why he took the letter—— 
g 7 F 
Well! 


N U B-- 


. 9 = A 
by * * * 1 27 2 - 4 12 * * * . " 
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4 POLLY HONEYCOMBE. 
upon earth, and the happieſt man in the world,. 


and 
P'O LE v. 
Prodigiouſſy fine !, excellent! My dear, dear 
Nurſec! |Kifſing ber.] Come, give me che letter. 
N V R,S K. A 85 
Letter, Chicken! what letter ? . 
PF O LL V. 
The efoer to mine. Come "hen ! [Impatiently ? 
vert B ki | 
| ob 3 no letter. He had ſuch a per ambls. to 
3 by my troth I could not ſtay for it. 
. e 
\ Pſhah?.... C | | 20 
| N U KN 5 k. 1 
How ſoon, yo re afffonted now! he faid he'd 
* fend it ſome time to- da 
* 
F 0 4L I. = 
Send it ſome time to- day I wonder now, [as 
of muſing.] how he will convey it. Will he ſqueeze 
it, as he did the laſt, into the chicken-houſe in the 
garden? Or wilt he write it. in lemon-Juice, and 
.. lendit_in a book, like blank paper? Or will he. 
" throw it into the houſe; incloſed in an orange! Or 


will he- 
ane EB. 
Heavens bleſs her, what a ſharp wit he has ! 
0 L Aa o 


mi pave not read ſo many books for nothing. 
Nose Nurſee, Novels! A Novel is the only 
thing to teach a girl life, and the way of the world, 

and elegant fancies, and love to the end of the 


n | 4 


* 1118 12 


eee ö | . | » N U R 8. E. 


* a 


. 


POLLY HONEYCOMBE. 3 


/ 
NN U;R:+6- 


Yes, yes, you are always reading your ſimple N 
ſtory- books. The Ventures of Jack this, and the 


hiſtory of Betſy t'other, and ſir Humphrys, and 
women with hard chriſtian names. You had bet- 
ter read your prayer-book, Chicken. 
| PO L LT, | 
Why ſo I do; but I'm reading this now—[ Look- 
ing into the book. ] © She raved, but the baronet“ 
] really think 1 love Mr. Scribble as well as Emi- 


lia did Sir George. Do you think, Nurſee, I ſhould ' 


have had ſuch a good notion of love ſo early, if I 
had not read Novels?—Did not I make a conquelt 
of Mr. Scribble in a ſingle night at a dancing? 


But my croſs Papa will hardly ever let me go out. 


—And then, I know life as well as if I had been 


in the Beau Monde all my days. I can tell the 


nature of a maſquerade as well as if I had been at 
twenty. I long for a mobbing ſcheme with Mr, 


Scribble in the two- ſhilling gallery, or a ſnug par- 
ty a little way out of town in a poſt chaiſe 


and then, I have ſuch a head full of intrigues and 
contrivances! Oh, Nurſe, a Novel is the only 
thing. | 1 
| N UN $I 
Contrivances! ay, marry, you have need of 


contrivances. Here are your Papa and Mama ful- 


iy reſolved to marry you to young Mr. Ledger, 


Mr. Simeon the rich Jew's wife's nephew, and all . 


the while your. head runs upon nothing bat Mr, 


Scribble, 


F045 LY; 2 


A fiddle ſtick's end for Mr. Ledger! I tell you 


what, Nurſce, I'll marry Mr, Scribble, and not 
B 2 . £3: ee 


S 
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6 POLLY HONEYCOMBE. 


marry Mr. Ledger, whether Papa and Mama 
chuſe it or no.— And how do you think I'Il Fan 
triye ic? 


NURSE. 

How ? Chicken! 
LAB O LEE 
Why, don't you know? | 
LOWER 

No, indeed. | 
FTP « 0 L L X. 

5 And can't you gueſs? - 


N U R S8 E. 


No, by my troth, not I. 


© , 0 ** L . 
O ford; tis the eee . in the world. 


—] intend to elope. 


N UR 8 E. 
Elope Chicken, what's that? 2 
=. 7 O L IL F. ; 
Why, in the vulgar phraſe, run 4 —1̊K.—— | 
that's all. | 
N UNS K. 
Mercy on us |——Run away! 
'P . 


Yes, run away, to be ſure, Why there's nothing 
in that, you know. Every girl elopes when her 


parents are obſtinate and ill-natur'd about marry- 


ing her. It was juſt ſo with Betſy Thompſon, and 
Sally Wilkins, and Clarinda, and Leonora in the 
hiſtory of Dick Careleſs, and Julia in the Adven- 
tures of Tom Ramble, and fifty others—Did not 
they all elope? and ſo will I too. I have as much 
right to elope as they had, for I have as much 


love, and as much {pirit, as the belt of them. 
„ o R 8 E. 


POLLY HONETCOMBE. „ 


N. UN 8 E. 
0 why; Mr. Scribble's' a fine man to * ſure, a 
* every inch of /him! _ Res 
P0--L TY; Nha 


So he is, a dear charming man WI you 
3 2 too, Nurſee "= | 


NURSE 


Not for the varſal world. _ Suppoſe now, Chick- 


en, your Papa and Mama- 
. 
What care I for Papa and Mama? Have not 


they been married and happy long enough ago? 
and are they not ſtill coaxing, and fondling, and 


kiſſing each other all the day long? Where's my 


dear Love, mimicking.) My Beauty? ſays Papa, 
hobbling along with his crutch-headed cane, and 
his old gouty legs : Ah, my ſweeting, my preci-' 


ous Mr. Honeycombe, d'ye love your nown dear 
wife? ſays Mama; and then they ſqueeze their 
hard hands to each other, and their old eyes 


twinkle; and they're as loving as Darby and Joan, 


} —eſpecially jf Mama has had a cordial or two 
Eh! Nurlſee ! | 
N * 
Oh fie, Chicken! 
PO Eb YF, | 

And then perhaps, in comes my utter averſion, 
Mr. Ledger, with his news from the Change, and 
his Change- alley wit, and his thirty per cent. mi- 
micking.] and ſtocks have riſen one and a half and 
three- eighths.— I' tell you what, Nurſee! they 


would make f fine characte erz for a n all e 5 


* 


of them. 
xv RS K. 


3 


Li 


__— 


N U Ri 87 E. 


- Ab, you're a U araceleſs bird!—But . watt go 
down ſtairs, and watch if the coaſt's clear, in caſe 


of a letter. 
I 5 


* not. you g to Mr. Scribble's again after 
it 1 85 


„ | 

Again! indeed, Mrs. Hot- upon't! EN 
1 

Do now, my dear Nurſee, pray do] and call at 

the Circulating Library as you go along, for the 

- reſt of this Novel The Hiſtory of 90 George 

Truman and Emilia - and tell val book ſe] Jer to de 

ſure to ſend me the Britiſh Amazon, and Tom 

Faddle, and the reſt of the new Novels this win- 

ter, as ſoon as ever they come ut. 
N. U X 8. . 

Ab, piſe on your naughty Novels! I 9052 [Exit, 
1211 UB: O WL, EV 


Ay, go now, my dear Nurſee, go,” there's a 
good woman. —What an old fool it is! with her | 
iſe on it—and fie, Chicken—and no, by my troth 


—[ mimicking, | Lord! what a ſtrange houſe I g 
live in] not a ſoul in it, except myſelf, but what 
are all queer animals, quite droll creatures. There's ; 


Papa and Mama, and the old fooliſh Nurſe, — 
[Re-enter NursE with @ band- box.] Oh, * | 
what ge you back fo paced What have you \ 


por ther 
N UR 8 B. hy a 


Mrz. EV... prentice is below, and has 
| brought home your new cap and ruffles, Chicken! 


POLLY; 


a letter h did not I tell you ſo? 


FOLLY HONEYCOMBE, 3 
8 2 OLLI V. 5 5 

8 W me ſee . ¶ opening rhe Box: ] Well, 

I ſwear this is a-miglity-pretty.cap; a ſweet pair of 
flying lappets! Aren't they, Nurlee ? Ha ! 
what's this? [looking into the bexJ—Qh charming! 
Let's ſee—let's 
ſee——( opening the letter haſtily it contains three or 
four ſbeets.) << Joy of. my ſoul only hope 
eternal bliſs—[ dippi ing i Go different places.) The 
c cruel blaſts of coyneſs and diſdain blow out the 


flame of love, but then the virgin breath of 


« kindneſs and compaſſion blows it in again.“ — 


Prodigious t isn't it, Nd burning over 


the leaves. | 
N „„ 

Yes, that is pretty, but what a deal there is 
on't! It's an old ſaying and a true one, the more 
there's fa] the leſs there's done. Ah, they wrote 
othergy $: ſort of letters, when 1 was- a girl! 
[while . talks Polly reads. | Ivf Ss 

| 10 0 I. L. V. 

Lord, Nurſee, if it was not for Novels and Love- 
letters, a girl would have no uſe for her writing and 
reading. But what's here? Creading.] Poetry !— 
Well may I cry out with Alonzo in the Revenge 
« Where didſt thau feel thoſe eyes? From heaven? 

6% They didſt, and tis religion to adore them!“ 
E ellent | oh! he's a dear Man. | 
| NURSE. 

Ay, to be ſure But you forget your letter- 
earrier below; ſhe'll never bring you another, if 
you don' t ſpeak to her kindly. 

= Q LL: 


Speak to her! wins Il give her ſix · pence, v wo- | 


man! Tell her I am coming.—I will but juſt read 
wy W over, five or ſix times, and g go to her.— Oh, 
"1 | he? 8 
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10 FOLEY HONEY COMBE. 


he's a charming mati! [J entling.] Very fine! very 

retty. !-——He: writes as well as Bob Lovelace 
Lee 1 n Obs u e N N. Scribble | E 
; — 22. , CA 


— 


? * 


0 ; — Seone we chonge! 70 aue partment: Wee 


"HONEYCOMBE ant Ms \ HONEYCOMBE at 
5 breatfat—HONEYCOM) BE a ad News- 


p Pe Kl 3 291 10 
— {8 {od Mrs. HONEYGO MBE. 255 


e e 1nd os 
NATO I be TDN 


| Whar Axe ſay, my Love ? [ fill FAVE; 12 
Mrs. HONEYTCOMBE. | 
- You wie: no Notice of me. Lay by that filly 


A ere put it down—come chen drin 8 tea. 
Lou don't love me now. 


os | HONEYCOMBE. 
Ab! my beauty [looking very fondly. — 755 
MI. HONEYCOMBE. _ 
Do you love your own dear wife ? [renderly. 1 
HONEYCOMBE. | 
Dearly. She knows I en t you, my 
_ 
Mrs. HONEYCOMBE. | 
Ah, you're a dear, dear man! [ring and kiſſing 
bin. I He does love her and he's her own huſband 
Land ſhe loves him moſt dearly and tendetly—— 
that ſhe does. [kiſſing bim. 
| HoNEYCOMRE. 


My beauty! . I have a Piece of 155 for you. 
Mrs. H ON E! Y- 


4. 


POLLY HONEYCOMBE. 


Mrs. HONEYCOMBE. 
oe What! is it, my Sweeting? 


HONEY CO M BE. 
The Paper here ſays, that young Tom Seaton» 


of Abita Street, was married yeſterday at 
Bow-Church, to Miſs Fairly of Cornbill. 


* 


"Mes, HONEYCOMBE. 
ce. flaring huſſy! ſhe a huſband! | —— 
; HONEYCOMBE 


But what daes my Beaury think of her own 
Daughter ? 2 


Mrs. HONEYCOMBE. 

Of our Polly? Sweeting ! 

HONEYCOMBE. 

Ay. Polly: What ſort of a wife rf think ſhe'll 
make ? my Love II concluded every thing with 
Mr. Simeon yeſterday, and expect r. Ledger 
every minute, 

. 5 Mrs. HONEYCOMBE. 

Think, my . Sweetings why, I Ft if ſhe 


loves him half ſo well as I do my own dear man, 
that ſhe'll never ſuffer him out of her ſight— that 


1 


ſhe'll look at him with pleafure—[hey" Lol h le 
P fondly. J—and love him—and kiſs him and fondle 
Him — oh, my dear, it's impoſſible to ſay how 


dearly I love pg L ng and ending Þim.} © 


Enter L EDPO ER 


— 
123 


ie e e, 


Heyday! what now, 80d folks, what now. 
Are you fo much in Arrear ?? or are you paying off 


erben and intereſt both at once: is 


12 POLLY HONEYCOMBE. 
HONEYCOMBE. 
My dear | — Conſfider——Mr. Ledger is 
Mrs, HONEYCOMBE. 


What ſignifies Mr. Ledger? He is one K the 


family, you know, my edo e 
„F IDE RF! 1 


1 


Ay, fo I am, — never mind me — never mind bod 
Tho', by the bye, I ſhould be glad of or 
to make much of me too. Where's Miſs oy? o 


HONEYCOMBE. 
* hat's right—that s right —— Here, I ohn! 


Enter 1 H N. 


| Where 8 Polly 8 
b 5 Jon. 
In her own room; Sir. © © 77 
HONEY COMBE. 


Tell her to come here——and wack ye, John ! 
while Mr. Ledger . 1 am not at home to any 
N elſe. at 1 Exit Jonx. 
| | NEE LEDGER. 


Het 


** «4 


my 2-commaiſſion of bankruprey out e me 
the next day. | 1 9 80 
HONEY COUMBE. | 


Ay, you men of large dealings—it was fo with 
me, when I was in buſineſs. But where's this 


girl? what can ſhe be about ?——My Beauty, do 
ow yet and fend her here er 
| | Mrs, HONEYCOMBE. | 
1 will, my Sweeting! [offering to H him.] 
0 IF ONEY- 


Fs 


POLLY HONEYCOMBE. 


HONEYCOMBE. 
Nay, my Love, not now) 


gs Mr. HONEYCOMBE, 
Why not now -I will. [kifing him.] Good bye, 


Love. —Mr. Ledger, your ſervant !—B' ye, Deareſt! - 


[ Exit. 
HONEYCOMBE: 
Ha! ha! you ſee, Mr. Ledger! you ſee what 
you are to come to but I beg pardon—1 Pure 
forgot have you breakfaſted ? 


LEDGER, 


" Breakfaſted ! ay, four hours ago, and done an 


hundred Tickets ſince, over a diſh of coffee, at 
Jonathan's.—Let me ſee, [ pulling out his watch.] 
bleſs my ſoul, it's eleven o'clock! I wiſh Miſs 


| would come.—lt's Fransfer-Day.—I muſt be at 


the Bank, before twelve, without fail. 
” - HONEYCOMBE. 
Oh, here ſhe comes.—[ Euter Pol lv. Come, 
Child! where have you been all this Time? 
Well, Sir, III leave you together. Polly, you'll 


———ha! ha! ha!——Your ſerva nMr. Ledger, 
your ſervant | f | [ Exzt. 


. [PorLy and LzoER W ſtand at a great 


diſtance from each other. 
POLLY, Li. 


What a monſter of a man !——What will the 
frightful creature ſay to me? I am now, for 5 
all the world, juſt in the ſituation of poor Clariſſa, 
and the wrerch is ten times uglier than Soames 


himſelf. 88 
18 IDEA 
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14 POLLY HONEYCOMBE. 
POLLY. LA. 


He ſpeaks ! what ſhall I ſay to him Suppoſe 
I have a little ſport with him.— !] will. Pl in- 
dulge myſelf with a few airs of diſtant flirtation at 
firſt, and then treat him like a dog. I'll ufe him 
worſe than Nancy Howe ever did Mr. Hickman. 
Pray, Sir, [70 EP: J Did * ever read the 
Hiſtory of Emilia? 


LEDGER. 

Not I, Miſs, not I.—T have no time to think of 
ſuch things, not I.—T hardly ever read any thing, 
except the Daily Advertiſer, or the liſt at Lloyd's | 
——Nnor write neither, except its my name now and 
then.— keep a dozen clerks for nothing in the 
world elſe but to write. 


POL 11 v. 
A dozen clerks! —Prodigious ! 


LEDGER. 

Ay, a dozen clerks. Buſineſs muſt be done, 
Miſs !—We have large returns, and the ballance 
muſt be kept on the right ſide, you know. In 
regard to laſt year now Our returns from the 
firſt of January to the laſt of December, fifty-nine, 
were to the amount of ſixty thouſand pounds, 
ſterling. We clear upon an average, at the rate 
of twelve per cent. Caſt up the twelves in ſixty 
thouſand, and you may make a 27 Fe 800d 8 gueſs 
at our net profits. 


4 -p0&L LY: 
| Ver Profc 


LEDGER. 


Ay, Miſs, net profits. Simeon and 5 are 
names as well known, as any in the Alley, and 
8 good 


POLLY HONEYCOMBE: 15 


good for as much at the bottom of a piece of pa- 
per. But no matter for that you muſt know 
that I have an account to ſettle with you, Miſs.— 


You're on the debtor fide | in n my l I can nll 


u, Mis. BY ot 
e 2279 , OR OG 
I in your debt, Mr. Ledger | 
LEDGER - + mn 
Over head and ears in- my Welt, Miſs ! 
. +8 0 K n 
I hate to be in debt of all things "pray. let 


me diſcharge you at once for I can t endure to 


be (E's. 


— 


LEDGER. 


Not ſo faſt, Miſs ! not ſo faſt. Right 5 


ing makes long friends Suppoſe now we ſhould 
compound this matter, and ſtrike a ballance in fa- 


vour of both POS: 


POL E V. 
How d'ye mean? Mr. Ledger 


LEDGER. 
Why they in plain Engliſh, Miſs, I * you 


I'll marry you 
Honeycombe have ſettled the matter between 
them 1 am fond of the match——and hope 
you are the ſame——There's the Sum Total. 


LIT. 
Is it poſſible that 1 can have any . for Mr. 
Ledger? | Ty (i 110114 519588 N 


* 


F 12 99 | LEDGER 
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- Pio — . . DRAG EY A WN 


n 


e 


as POLLY HONEYCOMBE. 
| LED GER. : 

Charms! Miſs ; you are all over charms.— 1 

like you like your perſon, your family, your 


fortune -I like you altogether——the Qmniums 
Eh, Miſs !—T like the Omniums——and 


Gor t care how large a premium I give for them, 
| 1 O L * V. . 


Lord, Sir! 25 
| | LEDGER. 

Come, Miſs, let's both ſet our hands to it, and 
ſign and ſeal the agreement, er loſs — time, 


or hindrance of buſineſs. 


"P O L L Y. 
Not fo faſt, Sir, not ſo faſt— Right Reckoning 


| e long friends, you know — Mr. Later 


L be 3 G E R. 
Miß! 
8 
After ſo explicit and polite a declaration on your 
part, you will expect, no doubt, lame ſuitable re- 
turns on mine. 


LEDGER. 


'To be ſure, Miſs, to be * ay, let s ex- 
amine the 12 contra. 


20 L L v. 


What you 1555 ſaid, Mr. Ledger, as, 1 wee 
it for Cs. been very ſincere. 


8 E DG E R. | 
5 = EY upon my credit, Miſs ! 


Rr. | | POLLY. 


POLLY HONEYCOMBB, 7 4 
POLLY. 9 


For my part then, I muſt declare, however un- 
willngly=——— = 


= LEDGER 
Out with 1 it, Miſs! 
PO L L v. 
That the paſſion I entertain for you 18 equally 
ſtrong 


2 


* , Vs Ace , 8 2 
BE «oa * 8 2 0 . : bo; 4 p 8 e GY. ** 
by Bald DIS = 2 8 n —— ge 85 Ia meme —— 2 __ * DAE 


5 


n 


L E D E E R. 
Oh. me! e 
| 3 55 r. 
And that 1 do, with equal, or more incerity— 
LEDGER. : ; 
Thank you, Miſs ; thank you! 
— POLY... ar ut; 
| Ha end den | | © vhs 7- 
ne >} 
How! how! i. al 3 wot WP 
e FOLLY. | 8 
| Louth and abhor yo. Ds 5 25 
12285 LEDGER. 7 
What! what! PE 
„„ FOSE% 
Your ſight is ſhocking to me, your conve 
odious, and your paſſion contempti en 
8 LEDGER. 11 55 — 
| Vighey well Miſs mighty vel, 


— _ rr — 
F S e eee 2 
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10 e - 
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| Mama and I have been too fond of you 


18 don HONEY COMBE. 


PiOlII DF. 
Fou are 4 vile book of atithnatcick.. a table of 


pounds, ſhillings, and pence Vou are uglier than 
a figure of eight, and more tireſome than the mul. 


tiplication-table. There's the Sum Total. 
r 
Fiem and blood — | 
f + ſos v. 2 263 5507 
Don't rele to me—Get along—Or, if you don . 
leave the room, I will. - < 
LEDGER. 384 0 


Very Rue very fine, Miſs 1 Honey- 
combe ſhall know tllis, He'll bring your, below 


Par again, 4 warrant you. 5 Exit. 
A C4 WW 4 a 
l $5 * L ; ahve. «SY yea 
Ha! ha! ha!——Ther&he goes! Ha! ha! 


ha!—I have out-topped them allr-Miſs Hawe, 
Narciſſa, Clarinda,, Polly. Barnes, Sophy Willis, 
and all of them. "None of them ever treated an 
odious fellow with half ſo much ſpirit. his 
would make an r in a new No- 
vel. But here comes, Papa—In a ;, Violent 
paſſion, no doubt. o matter It will 
only furniſh materials forthe next chapter. 


Enter HONETCOMBE 


wy OT +0 


N 


1201 Hove 7 HONBY.COMBE; . 


What is the, meaning, miſtreſs Polly, of this 
extraordinary: behaviour? How dare you treat Mr. 


Ledger ſo ill, and behave ſo undutifully to your 
Papa and Maina Au are a ſpoilt child Tour 


But 


POLLY HONEYCOMBE. 19 


But have a care, young madam ! mend your con- 


duct, or you may be ſure, we'll make you tepent 
nt. 5 . | 


POLLY. | 

Lord, Papi, how can you be ib angry with 
mE? II am as dutiful as any girl in the world. 
But there's always an uproar in the family a- 


bout marrying the daughter, and now poor I mult - 


ſuffer in my turn. = 
_ _HONEYCOMBE. | 
Fark ye, Miſs Why did not you receive 


Mr. Ledger as your lover? 


POLLY. . 
Lover !—Oh, dear Papa, he has no more of a 
loyer abbut him! He never ſo much as caſt 


one languiſhing look towards me, never once preſt 


my hand, or ſtruck his breaſt, or threw himſelf 


at my feet, or Lord, I read ſuch a delightful 


declaration of love in the new Novel this morn- 
ing! firſt, Papa, fir George Trueman—— 
- HONEYCOMBE | 
Devil take ſir George Trueman! theſe curſed 
Novels have turned the girl's head Hark ye, 
huſſy! I could almoſt find in my heart to—I ſay, 


huſſy, isn't Mr. Ledger a huſband: of your Papa. 
and Mama's providing? and ar'n't they the prof 
pereſt perſons to diſpoſe of you ? 5 ; 


* — 2X 2 4 * 
47 
23 7 * 


5 | an ; 
POLLY. | oe Who's 1 
1 


Diſpoſe, of mel See there now Why eu 


ve no notion of theſe things, Papa Gr 
's ſo full of trade and commerce, that you 


would diſpoſe of your daughter like a piece of 
ME D 


merchandiſe 


i 


% * 
n * * . 9 e 1 ET 6, " een 
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| wamediately,- 


20 POLLY HONEYCOMBE.: 
merchandiſe—But my heart is my own. property; 
and at nobody's: diſpoſal, but my owty——Sure 


you would not conſign me, like a bale of ſilk, to 
8 and Co.—Eh! Papa! 


HONEY COM BE. 
| Her impudence amazes — — ye, haſh, 
you're 3 an | Whdpritut flut- 


4001 --Þ OL EY: e 
Not at all undutiful, Papa But I hate Mr. 
5 1 -F can't endure the FER of him- 


.  HONEYCOMBE:. . 
This is beyond all patience ——Hark ye, buffy, 


— 


PO L LY. 
Nay more; to tell you the whole . my 
Reary 1 is deyoted to another. , I have an inſuperable 
fon for him; and nothing ſhall ſhake my af- 
lection for my dear Mr. Scribble. 


| HONEYCOMBE. l 
Mr. Scribble Who's Mr. Seribble? Hark 


ye, buffy, I'll turn you cut of doors.—l'Il have 


you confin'd to your chamber Get out of my 
n * 1 loek'd' up this e. 


„ ũͥ OE Iv. bh 
Lock d up! xk thought ſo. Whiniever a poor 
* refuſes to marry any horrid creature, her pa- 
rents provide for her, then ſhe's to be lock'd up 
Poor Clarifla ! poor Sophy Wel- 


tern! I am now going to be n Juſt as you 
wy bern heſpee me. 


x” 3 
— &- - \ 


re NONE xv. 


POLLY HONEYCOMBE. 23 
_ _HONEYCOMBE. 
| Thoſe abominable books Hark ye, huſſy! 
you ſhalt have no Novel to amuſe you—Get along, 
I fay—No pen and ink to ſcraw] letters—Why 
don't you go: Nor no truſty companion}, — 
Get along I'll have you lock'd up this inſtant, 
and the key of your chamber mall be in n Four * 
ma's cuſtody. 


POLLY. 


Indeed, Papa, you need not give my Mams > 
much tanbles 1 have— 


HONEYCOMBE % eis 
Get along, I ſay, 
„ 
I have read of ſuch things as Jadders of ropes 
HONEYCO M B E. 
Our of my ſight! 


LFOULY,! 210 Ln 
Or of eſcaping out of the window, by tying the 
ſheets together PL 
| HONEYGOMBE. 
"Mk ye, huſſy—— abe 
© 2 E 
Or of throwing one's-ſelf into the fireet ae a- 
feather· bed N 
HON E Y COM B E, 
T'll turn you out of eee 
POLLY. 
3 of being catch'd in a gentleman? 8 arms 
HONEYCOMBE, 


ene, | 
POL LY. 


wy HONEYCOMBE. 


Will ou be gone ? Exeunt, bath talking, 
; * Da . SCEWE 


22 POLLY WERE 


Scene change to P O LLY's ee, 


Ente 8 C R IBBL E, difguig'd i in a livery. 


So 1—In this diſguiſe miſtreſs Nurſe has brought 
me hither ſafe and undiſcover'd. Now for Miſs 
Polly! here's her letter: a true picture of her non- 
ſenſical ſelf !——-<* To my deareſt Mr. Scribble.” 

| [Reading the direction.] And the ſeal Two Doves 
Billing, with this motta: 


« We two, 
<< When we wooe, 
< Bill and cooe.” 


Pretty And a plain proof I ſhan't have 
much trouble with her. l make ſhort work | 
on't—L˙Il carry her off to-day, if poſſible.— 
Clap up a marriage at once, and then dowr upon 
our marrow- bones, and aſk pardon and bleſſing of 
Papa and Mama. {Noiſe without ] Here ſhe comes. 


HONEYCOMBE, without. 


Get along, I ſay, p to your own cham; 
ber! huſſy! 3 


POLLY, withw. 
Well, Papa, Iam—— © 


| „ S 
O the devil l- Her father coming up with 
her! —— What ſhall T do? [Running about.] W here 
ſhall J hide myſelf ?——I ſhall certainly be diſco- 
yered, n get up the une. -Zouns ! 
chey 


POI LY HONEYCOMBE.” 23 


they are juſt here Ten to one the old euff may 
pot erg 11 eee Pop into . cloſet. 7 
1 


Eur HONEYCOMBE and POLLY. | 


HONEYCOMBE. 


Here, miſtreſs Malapert, ſtay here, if you 
pleaſe, and chew the cud of ciſobectiencs and miſ- 
chief in PO — 
; . 0 L 15 v. 

Very well, Papa 3 
 HONEYCOMBE.. 
Very well! What! you are ſulky now! Hark 
ye, huſſy, you are a ſaucy minx, and *tis not very 
well. -I have a good mind to Keep you upon 
bread and water this month. I-III But I'll 
ſay no more——T'll lock you up, and carry the 
key to your Mama She'll take care of you.— 
You will have Mr. Scribble.—Ler's fee how he 
can get to you now. Wh: „ 
[Esit, * the door. | 


POLLY, alone. 

And fo I will have Mr. Scribble too, do a 
you can,. Old Squaretaes! I am provided with 
pen, ink, and paper, in ſpite of their teeth... 
I remember that Clariſſa had cunning drawers made 
on purpoſe to ſecure thoſe things, in caſe of an 
accident- I am very glad I have had caution 
enough to provide — with the ſame imple- 
ments of intrigue, tho' with a little more ingenu- 
ity. Indeed now they make ſtandiſhes, and 
tea- cheſts, and . boxes, in all forts of ſhapes 
and figures.—. But mine are of my own inven- 
l tion. 


24 POLLY HONETCOMRE. 
—Here I've got an excellent ink-horn in 


tion. 
my pin-cuſhion—And a: caſe of pens, and ſome 

r, in my fan. [ Produces them.) I will write to 
ME. Scribble immediately. I ſhall certainly ſee 
him eaves-dropping about our door the firſt oppor- 
tunity, and then yy toſs it to him out of the win- 
dow. 1 down to write; 


SCRIBBLE, pong i lad we of the tr of the 


; A clear coaſt, I find- The old Codger's 
= BE and has lock'd.me up with his daughter— | 
much the better!—Pretty Soul! what is ſhe 
about? 3 A letter to me, I'Il bet ten to 
one I go and anſwer it in proprid Perſimũ. 


cn omes forward, and ande behind Poll Y, 
411. looking over her writing, | 
2165 ba: POD Yai 
<6 Me—in—your—Arms. Let me fee—— 
What have I written? Fee. ] * My deareſt 
F<. * dear, Mr. Scribble. 5 | 
3 8%S I B B L E. 
I ee HL. 
«:Þ O L. * v. reading. | 
* 1 am now writing in the moſt cruel confine- 


* ment. F ly then, oh fly to me on the wings of 
« love, releaſe me from this horrid gaol, and im- 


* 


-? 44 * 


. e me in your arms.” 


; SCRIBBLE. 
That T will with all my heart. [Embracing Ber. 
; ene e - bon f. ch 
lara ] 


SCRIBBLYE, 


LY 


( 


J 


SCRIB'BLE: 

O the devil!-=why do you ſcream ſo:?—I ſhall 
be diſcovered: in ſpite of fortune. [running N 
„„ 

Bleſs me! is it you? Huſh! [running to de door. 7 
here's my father coming up ſtairs, I proteſt. 

„ SCRIKRLE. 

| Whar the duce ſhall 1 de 

the Selen . 


uu run into 


_ L n | «2 | 
0 nof! he'll ſearch the: e out 

of the ben — a 

ES HOT... SCRIBBLE. 

beg to be 8 | 

| e : | 
ef here's no time to he's here get under 

the table [Scri ibble hides. . ſall— What 

mall I ſay . Le down by the table.] 


Bu HONEYCOMBE. 


HONEYCOMBE. 
How now ? huſſy What's all this noiſe ? 
Wo i: Wh SD Wh, | 
Sir! [affefing ſurprize.] 
 __HONEYCOMBE. 
What made you ſcream fo violently? 
„ Ly SS - 
Seream Pra? «4m, 
HONEYCOMBE. | 
Scream? Papa — Ay, ſcream, huſſy What 
Nad 150 ſcream ? I ſay. 


ve . 
- 2 6 0 % 
e . 2 IN 
v. ef 9 
0 1 
Fogg 
: 


* 


26 POLLY HONETCOMRE. 
OU LIF 


Are Fapa. I have never opened my lips; but 
have been in a philoſophical reverie ever ſince you | 


left me. 


# HONEY COMBE.. 3 
I am ſure 1 thought I heard But, how 


| voy s buſſy ! what's here >—pens—ink—and pa- 


+ 
— 


at you. 
now—hal ha!—now you may make love to the 


Hark ye, hufly !—How came you by 
Pes 80 fol fine contrivances . Examining 
them]—And a letter begun too“ cruel con- 
« finement——-wings' of love —-your arms.” 
[reading.]' Ah, you forward ſlut . But I am 
glad I have diſcovered this I'll ſeize theſe 
moveables.——So! ſo! now write, if you can.— 
3 ſhall come near you Send to him, if 
you can,——Now ſee how Mr. Scribble will get 
Now I have you ſafe, miſtreſs !—and 


table.—Hey-day.! what's here? a man! [Seeing 
Scribble.) There was a noiſe then. Have I caught 

ou? madam ! Come, Sir, come out of your 
hole! [Scribble comes from under the table.] A foot- 
man !— Who the devil are you? Sir Where did 


vou come from — What dye want How came 


you here? eh, ſirrah ! 
SC RI B B LE. 8 
Sir—I—I—What the duce ſhall I ſay t to him? 
H 2 NE Y CO M B E. | | 


Speak, raſcal! 
8s eRI B B L E. 
b came Shove a line buſineſs to Mit 
0 br ere 4 K 
Horn EY COB. 
Buſineſs Ay. you look like a man of buſineſs 
indeed What! you was to carry this ſcrawl of 


4 love: letter, I ſuppoſe, Eb, ſirrah | 
| SCRIBBLE., 


POLLY HONEYCOMBE. 27 
_$SOCREBBLE. | 
A lucky miſtake! I'll humour it. [Alde. 

„ HONEYCOMEL.: 
What's that you mutter? Whoſe livery is 
this! ? who do you belong to? fellow! 


IS RIB BL E. 
My maſter. © 
HONEYCOMBE.: 


And who is your maſter, Sir ? 
.SCRIBBLE. 


A een, 


POLLY. 
Papa dan't ſuſpect who he is. I wat ſpeak 


for him. [Aſide. 1 This honeſt young man be- 
longs to the gentleman I told you I was 2 


to— Mr. Scribble, Papa! 
HONEY COMBE. 


To Mr: Scribble, does he? Very fine 
Sen 4 

Ves, Sir! to Mr. Scribble——a perſon of for- 
tune and character A man of faſhion, Sir !— 
Miſs Polly need not bluſh to own her paſſion for 
him I don't know a finer gentleman about town 


| than Mr. Scribble. 


. 
Lord, how well he behaves we ſhall certain- 
ly bam the old gentleman. [4/4 de. 


HONEYCOQMBE., 

Hark ye, ſirrah Get out of my 008 chis 
inſtant.——Pve a good mind to have you toſſed in 
a blanket or dragged thro' a horſe- pond or 
tied neck and heels, and P've a good mind to 
carry you before the Sitting Alderman, you dog 
youls: 


KF 8 


23 POLLY, HONEYCOMBE. 


SCRIBBLE. : 
I won't give you that trouble, Sir !—Miſs 
Honeycombe, I kiſs your hands. You fi no 
further commands to my maſter, at preſent ? 
Ma'am !—— Your compliments, ſuppoſe. 
o 4. IF 


Compliments ! —— My: beſt love to my dear 
Mr. Scribble. : 


"a KS B B L E. 
Pretty ſoul ! | IH 
| HONEYCOMBE. 
This is beyond all patience.---Out of my houſe, 
firrah !——Where are all my fellows? Pl 


have you thrown out of the window. You ſhall 
=, be trundled down ſtairs. headlong-—You' Do 


SCRIBBLE. 


Patience, old gentleman! | I ſhall go out of the 
houſe the ſame way I came into it, I promiſe you! 
And let me tell you, Sir, by way of a kind 
word at parting, that ſcold Miſs Polly ever ſo 
much, watch: her ever ſo narrowly, or confine her 
ever ſo cloſely, Mr, Scribble will hart her, whe- 
ther you will or no, you old cuff, . . 

2 H ONE YCOM BE. 

445 impudent dog !—PI have his Wer ſtript 
over his ears for his inſolence.— As for you, my 
young miſtreſs, I'll bring down your high - +: 
I warrant you. There, ma' am, fit there if you 
pleaſe! ¶ forcing her into a cbair.] We'll fend you 
the Whole Day of Man, or the Practice of Piety 

to read, —or a chair, a ſcreen, or a carpet to work 
with your needle. We'll find you employment.— 
Some other books than Aol; and ſome better 


1 ee than: Mr. Scribble's — a 
. one 


* * * * 
. 
« - * 
- 


POLLY HONEYCOMBE. 49 


done with your nonſenſe—and learn to make a 
pudding, you impudent, idle young baggage! 


An old fool! [mocking him.) Well! this is a 
curious adventure truly If I could but make 
my eſcape now, after all, it would be admirable. 
I am ſure Mr. Scribble would not go far from 
the houſe. Let me ſee - how can I manage it? 
—Suppole I force the lock —or take off the fcrews 
of it or get the door off the hinges, I'll try. 


[Going, ſtops.] Or hold! I have a brighter thought 


than any of them F111 ſet fire to the houſe 


and ſo be carried off, like ſtolen goods, in the con- 
fuſion. A moſt excellent contrivance !—I muſt 
put it in practice. | Noiſe without, } O dear, here's 
ſomebody coming. [ After unlocking the door, 
Enter Nurſe.) Oh, Nurſe, is it you? I am heartily 
glad to ſee you. I thought ir had been Papa, or 
33 rh .. 1 
Ah, Chicken, I have taken care of your Ma- 
ma. Mr. Honeycombe brought her the key in 


K = parlous fury, with orders to ſet nobody go near 


ou, except himſelf. But Madam. I can't chuſe 

ut laugh Madam had taken a glaſs extraordina- 
ry of her cordial, and I have left her faſt aſleep in - 
her own chamber. e ee oe 
POLLY. 


The luckieſt thing in the world. Now, my 
dear Nurſee, you may let your poor bird out o 
her cage —Away, away this inſtant! _ 
. r 
Softly, Chicken, ſoftly - you ruined all with 
mn Scribble, juſt now, by making a noiſe, you 
. now. e - Los Is s 


30 POLLY HONEYCOMBE. 


. 

Lord, Nurſee, J had no power of reflection 
was quite frightened J was as much ſurpriſed 
as Sophy Weſtern when ſhe ſaw Tom JOQes It in the 
I” 


N U__R+S$::B.. 1:92 
Huſh! you ſhall ſteal off immediately: Your 
| Papa i is very buſy with Mr, Ledger. Mr. Scrib- 
ble is waiting with a hackney chair but in the next 
ſtreet—you may {lip ſlily into it, io be ee d 

to Nis lodging in a trice, Chicken! 15 
2 ele 

And he ſtrut before the chair all the Way in this 
kvery, and cry“ By your leave, Sir By your 
leave, Ma' am!“ Eh!—Admirable Come, 
Nurſee, I long to be in his hands. , 
N . 8 E. 
Stay! let me go before, to ſee that there i is no- | 
body in the way. Come gently down ſtairs.— 
Ill ſet open the door, and then you may get to 
him as faſt as Foy can.—Ah, you're a, wanton 


ba ggage! 


Pot ; "x. i 0 
Very well! come alo. then. — « By your 
e leave, Sir —By your leave, Ma'am!“ Oh 
rare This is the fineſt adventure Lever had 


in my life. I following. the Nurſe. 
Saane changes 10 * HON EYCOMB E's 
Apartment. 


Mrs. HONEYCOMBE alone, —feveral phil on 
be table, with labels. | 


e 0 88 to-day,—[yawns, af I juf 


Ty waking. Such a 9 of tea in a morning, 
makes 
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makes one quite Nervous—and Mr. Honeycombe 
does not chuſe it qualified. I have ſuch, a diz- 
2 in my head, it abſolutely turns tound with 
e,—I don't think. neither that the Hyſterick Wa- 
97 is warm enough for my ſtomach. I muſt 
ſpeak to Mr. Julep to order me ſomething rather | i 
more e comfortable. ene omg | 


Ener N unsk. 


„N DU; e K. e i „ 
FF 
11 21 2463 2M HONEVCO BE. 00290 4 
5 ; Ob Nurſe, is it you ?—No, I did rt 1. — 
Where s Mr. Honeycombe? 24 19:4 
13 W 07 0 
Below ſtairs in the parlour, Madam did 
not think ſhe'd have wak'd fo ſoon—If ſhe. : ſhould 
miſs the key now, before I've an eke to 
lay it down again! [A/ide.] 
| Ms, HONEY COMBE. , 


What Tye lay,:Nurlef.-.._ wah 4 whe i 
id: Nall Riser Cl ax 
Say? Ma'am! Say! . 1 hope youre 


a little better, Ma'am! . 


444-41 Miles: HONEY COMBE. // od 

Oh Nurſe, 1 am perfectly giddy with my Nerves, 

and fo low-ſpirited. 
La oi 8 E. | 

Poor gentlewoman ſuppoſe I give you A ſup 
out of the caſe of Italian Cordials, Ma'am ! that 
was ſent as a preſent from Mr. What - d'ye-call- him, 
in Crutched-Fryars —The Italian Merchant with 
p the long name. 


Mrs. 


83 POL LY- HONEYC OMBE. 


Mr. HONEYCOM BE 


Filthy poiſon! don't mention it Ire augh 1 

hate the very names of them. —You know, Nurſe, 
I never touch any Cordials, but what come from 
the Apothecary's——What o'clock is it? Isn't 
r time to take my Draught? 


NURS E. 


By my troth, I believe it is Let me "i I be- 
lieve this is it——[Takes up a phial, and flips the 
key upon the table.) © The Stomachick Draught to 
ce be taken an hour before dinner. For Mrs. Ho- 
„ neycombe.” [reading the 1abel.]J—Ay, this is it 
y my troth, I am glad I've 8 ad; of the 
key again. [A/ 4e. 002.62 1 41 

Mrs. HONEYCOMBE. 8 
Come then !—Pour' it into a tea cup, and give 
it me.—Pm afraid 15 can't take it. * goes ſadly 
againft me. 2 

While foe is drinking, HONEYCOMBE avithout. 

Run, John, run After them immediately 
Harry, do you run too Stick cloſe to Mr. 


Ledger Don't return eee them for ur 
He 2707 - | 


| NURSE. 
Good lack! good lack! they? re diſcovered : a8 
ſure as the day. [ Alde. 


Mrs, H Gn eco 
Lad. Nurſe, what's the matter: . 


| | N 22 N E. 
1 do know, by my troth. 


Enter 
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Enter HONEYCOMBE. 
| Mrs. HONEY COMBE. 


0, my Sweeting, I am glad you are come.—f 
was ſo NOR” about mart [ Riſes, and ſeems dife 
ordered. 

HONE * CO * B E. 
Zouns, my Dear 
Mrs. HONEYCOMBE. 

0 don” t ſwear, my Deareſt! 

 __HONEYCOMBE. 

Zouns, it's enough to make a parſon ſwear—— 
You have let Pally eſcape She s run my with 


a fellow. 


Ma. HONEYCOMBE. 


You perfectly aſtoniſh me, my Dear! I can't 
poſſibly conceive My poor head aches$\ too to 
_ a degree—— Where's the key * ane cham- 


? [Seems diſordered.) - 
N Us: 
Here, Madam, here it is. 
3 8 HONEYCOMBE, 
Zouns, I tell you 
Mrs. HONEYCOMBE. 


Why here's the key, my Sweeting It ; ab- 
ſolutely impoſſible —it has lain here ever ſince you 
brought it me— not a ſoul has t touched it—have 


they, Nurſe?  [d;/ordered.] 


NURSE, 
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o 
Not a creature, PII take my Bible oath on't. 
 HONEYCOMBE. 


I tell you, the? s gone. — I'm . on't—-Mr. 
Ledger ſaw a ſtrange footman put her into a chair, 


at the corner of the ſtreet—and He and John, and 2 


a whole Poſſe, are gone in perſuit of them. 


Mrs. HONEYCOMBE. 


This is the moſt extraordinary circumſtance— 
It's quite beyond my comprehenſion But my 
Sweeting muſt not be angry with his own dear 
wife—it was not her fault, fondling. | 


_HONEYCOMBE. 
" Nay, my Love, don't trifle now! 
Mr. HONEYCOMBE. 
£ 1 mult—1 will—— 
14 HONEYCOMBE. | 


3 my Dear, be quiet |—I ſhall haye my 
girl ruined for ever, 


LEDGER, without. 
This way—this way—bring them along ! 
HONEYC OMBE. 


Hark ! they're coming—Mr. Ledger has over- 
taken F re here. 


Ie Let: ee is in this room 
Come along! 


CY 
- * * * 
4 # *% 13 : 
* bw, Enter 
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rg LEDGER, POLLY, and SCRIBBLE, 


with Servants. 


LEDGER 


Flew they are, Mr. Hanerponibe We've 
brought them back again. Here they are, 
Madam. 


HONEYCOMBE. 3 

Hark ye, Huſly ! I. have a good mind to turn 
you out of doors again immediately. You are 
a diſgrace to your family.—You're a ſhame to 


Mrs. HONEY COM BE. 


Stay, my dear, don't you put yourſelf into ſuch 
a paſſion Polly, obſerve what I ſay to you 
Loet me know the whole circumſtances of this af- 


fair don't at all underſtand Tell me, 
I ay Diſorder d.] 
N HONEY COM BE. 


. Zouns! I have no patience.— Hark ye, huſſy ! 
—— Where was you going? Tell me for cer- 


tain who this fellow belongs to? Where does 
he live ?— Who is he? | 
| T v. 


That gentleman, Papa, that gentleman is no 
other than Mr. Scribble. 


HONEYCOMBE. 
This! is this Mr. Scribble ? 


SCRIBBLE. 


The very man, fir, at your ſervice——An hum- 
ple admirer of Miſs Honeycombe's. 


25 BP. 
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POLLY: 


Yes, Papa, that's Mr. Scribble. The ſo- 
vereign of my heart The ſole object of my af- 


fections. 


Mrs. HONEYCOMBE, 
What can be the meaning of all this ? 


HONEYCOMBE. 

Why, you beggarly ſlut ! this is even worſe 
than I expected. What, would you run away 
from your family with a fellow in livery ? a foot- 
man ? 


POLLY. 


A 3 ha! ha! ha! very good; and fo, 
Papa, you really believe he is a footman, A foot- 
man 5 

SC RIB B L E. 


A footman, eh, my dear. An errand boy 
J ſcoundre] fellow in livery———Yes, I am 
very like a footman, to be ſure! [Laughing with 
Polly. ] 

P 0 L L v. 

Why, Papa, don't you know that every gentle- 
man diſguiſes himſelf in the courſe of an amour? 
——— Don't you remember that Bob Lovelace diſ- 
guiſed himſelf like an old man? and Tom Ram- 
ble like an old woman ? No adventure can 
be carried on without it. _ -_ 

" HONEYCOMBE. 

She's certainly mad - ſtark mad. Hark ye, 
ſir! who are you? I'll have you ſent to the 
Compter—You ſhall give an account of elt 


before my Lord wack 


SCRIBRIE, 
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. S RIB NLE. 

What care I for my Lord-Mayor ? 

| HONEBYCOMBE. 

There !—There's a fellow for you —Don't t care 

for my Lord- Mayor 
SCRIBBL E. 

No—nor the whole court of Aldermen. Hark 
ye, old Greybeard, I am a gentleman——A gen- 
tleman as well known as any in the city. 

Mrs. HONEYCOMBE. 
Upon my word, I believe ſo. He ſeems a very 
proper gentleman-like—ſort of a—kind of a—per- 


ſon. 
LEDGER. 


As well known as any in the ny? I don't. 
believe it He's no good man am ſure ” not 
known upon Change. 

3 SS RIBB L. E. 

Damme, ſir, what d'ye mean? 

LEDGER - 

Oho! Mr. Gentleman, is it you! 9. 1 a 
I knew your voice—Ay, and your figs too. 
Pray, ſir, don't you live with Mr. Traverſe, the 
attorney, of Gracechurch- Street? Did not you 
come to me laſt week about a policy of inſurance ? 

: SCRIBBLE. | 
O the Devil! [| a/ide.] I come to you? fir — 
1 never ſaw your face before. [zo Ledger.] 
N U R Ss E. 
Good lack! he'll certainly be diſcovered. (af de. 
HONEYCOMBE 
An attorney's clerk Hark ye, friend 


. 


F 2 SCRIBBLE. 
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| | SC RIB B L E. 
*Egad, I'd beſt ſneak off before it's 1 . 
[going. 
HONEYCOMBE. 


| Hark ye, woman! [0 Nurſe. ] 8 begin to 
ſuſpect Have not I heard 8 ſpeak of a kinſ- 


| man, clerk to Mr. Traverſe ? Stop him! 
SCRIBBLE. 

Hands off, Gentlemen Well then—I do go 
through a little buſineſs for Mr. Traverſe— What 
| then? What have you to ſay to me now f D fir! 

C 

Do pray, Mama, take Mr. Scrib- -] 

ble 8 * pray do! 


NURS E. Apart, wwhile 
Do, ma' vam, ſpeak a good word Ys _ they are 
for him. { lopping 


, Mrs. HONEYCOMBE. 

I underſtand nothing at all of the 
matter. 4 5 
| HON E * c O M B E. 

Hark ye, Woman !——He's your nephew 
Pm ſure on't——T'1l turn you out of doors imme- 
6 You ſhall be- | 

Fo N U R 8 E. 

1 ey upon my knees that your honour would 
forgive me I meant no harm, Heaven above 
knows (Kneeling. 


Scribble. 


— 


HONEY COMBE. 


No harm! what, to marry my daughter to 
PII have you ſent to Newgate And you, [Io 
Polly. ] you ſorry baggage ; d'ye ſee what you was 
about ? You was running away with a beggar 


— With Four: Nurſe 3 nephew, hu 
O L L V. 
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PQ 4 Ly. | 
Lord, Papa, what ſignifies whoſe nephew he1s ? 
He may be ne'er the worſe for that. Who knows 
but he may. be a Foundling, and a gentleman's 
ſon, a as well as Tom Jones? My mind is reſolv- 
ed. And nothing ſhall ever alter it. 


SCARIBSLE; 


Bravo, Miſs Polly — 4 line generous ſpirit, 
faith | 


HONEYCOMBE. 
You're an impudent flut—You're undone.- 
Mrs. HONEY COM BE. | 

' Nay, but, look ye, Polly . mind me, child! 

A qu know that I 
P & TL L * | 

As for my poor Mama here, you ſee, fir, ſhe is 
a little in the nervous way, this morning | 
When ſhe comes to herſelf, and Mr. Julep's 
draughts have taken a proper effect, ſhe'll be con- 
vinced I am in the right. | 
| HONEYCOMBE. | 

Hold your impertinence !—Hark Ye, Polly- — 

POLLY. 
And you, my angelick Mr. Scribble ! 
_ SCRIBBLE 
Ma chere Adorable ! - 
| 6 B:OckebeX: + 

You may depend on my conſtancy and: 
I never read of any Lady's giving up hefdover, to 
ſubmit to the. abfurd election of her parents 
I'll have you, let what will be the conſequence. 
ll have you, though we go through ap © 
many diſtreſſes as Booth and Amelia. ö 


HONE Y- 


40 POLLY HONETCOMBE. 
 HON-EYCOMBE. 

Peace, hufſy! HY 

| POLLY. 

As for 1 you, you odious Wretch, [zo 1 
how could they ever imagine that I ſhould dream 
of ſuch a creature? A great He-monſter ! I would 
as ſoon be married to the Staffordſhire Giant — 1 


hate you. You are as deceitful as Blifil, as rude 
as the eme, and as ug as Doctor Slop. 


| | nw. 
1 LEDGER. LT 
Mighty well, Miſs,” mighty well! 
3 TS CRAISSLE; 
Prodigious humour! high fun, faith! 
HONEYCOMB E. 


She's downright raving—Mad as a March hare 

—— PII put her into Bedliam— I'll ſend her into 

the country —PII have her ſhut up in a nunnery 
— PI 


Mrs. HONEYCOMBE. © 
Come, my Sweeting, don” t make your dear ſelf 
fo uneaſy—Don't- | 
: HONEYCOMBE 
As for you, fir! [o Scribble. ]—Hatk ye, Strip- 


ling 


SCRIBBLE. 


Nay, nay, Old Gentleman, no bouncing 
You're miſtaſten in your: man, fir! 1 know what 
Im about. ; | 
| HONEYCOMBE. - 
7 Zouns, fir, and I know——— | 
4 r „e : 


SCRIBBLE; 
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S CR BB LB 
Yes, fir, and I know that Pve done nothin 
contrary to the twenty-ſixth of the King—Above a 
month ago, fir, I took lodgings in Miſs Polly's : 
name. and mine, in the pariſh of St, George's in 
the Fields The bans have bcen aſked three 
times, and I could have married Miſs. Polly to-day 
So much for that. And ſo, fir, your 
ſervant. If you offer to 5 detalh me, I ſhall 
bring my action on the caſe for falſe impriſonment, 
ſue out a bill of Middleſex, and upon a Non ef 
inventue, if you abſcond, a Latitat, then an 9 | 
a Pluries, a Non omittas, and ſo on————Or 
haps I may indiẽt you at the ſeſſions, bring the af. 
fair by Certiorari into Bancum regis, et cælera, et cæ- 
tera, et cætera And l me at your 
5 peril. | Ia. 
5 HONEYCOMBE. | 
I am ſtunn'd with his Jargon, and confounded 
at his impudence. =- Hark you, woman, [i 
the Nurſe. ]J—Pll have you committed to Newgate 
—Pl— 
W | 
| Mighty well, your honour | Fine treatment 
for an old ſervant indeed I, to be huff'd and 
ding'd about at this rate . tis an? old 
ſaying and a true one Give a dog an ill name, 
and hang him! — Live and learn, as they ſay— | 
We grow older and older every day. Service 
is no inheritance in theſe ages There are more 
places than pariſh-churches-———So ydu may do 
as you pleaſe, your honour !———But I ſhall look 
up my things! give up a month's wages, for want 
of a month's warning, and go my ways out of 
our houſe Immediately, "PF | n 


HON BY. 


hz POLLY HON EYCOMBE. 
H HONEYCOMBE. 
Why, you old beldam, I'll have you carted-— 
You ſhall be burnt for a witch But I'll put 


an end to this matter at once Mr. Ledger, 
you ſhall marry my daughter to- morrow morning. 
| LEDGER. 

Not I, indeed my friend! I give up my intereſt 
in her,——She'd make a terrible wife for a ſober 
citigen. Who can anſwer for her behaviour? 
Al would not underwrite her for ninety per 


cen... - [ Exit, 
HONEYCOMBE, ; 


Bee there! ſee there My girl is undone. Her 

character is ruined with all the world- Theſe. 

damn'd Story Books !—What ſhall we do, Mrs. 

Honeycombe ? ? what ſhall, we do? 

EY Mrs. HONEYCOMBE. | 
Look ye, my Dear, you've been wrong in every 


particular 
HONEY COMB E. 
88 I! Wrong! 


Mrs. HONEYCOMBE. 

Quite wrong, my Dear I wou'd not expoſe 
ou before company—My Tenderneſs, you know, 
is ſo great But leave the whole affair to me-— 
You are too violent -Go, my dear, go and 
: compoſe yourſelf, and I'll ſet all matters to rights 
Going, turns back.] Don't you do any thing 
of your own head now—Trufſt it all to me, my 
Dear !—And I'll ſettle it in ſuch a manner, that 
you,—and I—and all the world—ſhall be aſtoniſh- 
eld and delighted with it. Exit multering. 


| HONEYCOMBE aloe. 
Zouns, I ſhall run mad with e. 
ever man ſo heartily provoked ?—You ſee now, 


Gentlemen, E forward to the audience. what 
a 


| ( 
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4 ſituation I am in !—Inſtead of happineſs and jol- 
lity—My friends and family about me,—A wed- 
ding and a dance, — And every thing as it ſhould ' 
be,—Here am I, left by myſelf, Deſerted by my 
intended fon-in-law—Bully'd by an attorney's clerk 
—Afronted by my own - ſervant—My Daughter 
 mad—My Wife in the Vapours—And alls in con- 
fuſion. This comes of Cordials and Novels. 
Zouns, your Stomachicks are the Devil—And a 
man might as well turn his Daughter looſe in Co- 
vent- garden, as truſt the cultivation of her mind 


to | 
A CIRCULATING LIBRARY. 


Head EPI 


Witten by Mr. G ARRI CK. 
Spoken by Miſs POPE. 


Sh 2 POLLY, Aubell ha ba 


5 79 poor Papa's in woeful agitation— 

| While I, the Cauſe, feel here, (firiking her 
boſom. ] no palpitation.— 

We Girls of Reading, and ſuperior notions, | 
MN bo from the fountain- bead drink love's ſcweet potions, 
Pity our parents, when ſuch paſſion blinds em, 
One hears the good folks rave—One never minds em. 
Till theſe dear books infus d their ſoft ingredients, 
Aſham'd and fearful, I was all Obedience. 
Then my good Father did not ſtorm in vain, 
I Sue d and cry d—I'Il nei er do ſo again: 
But now no bugbears can my ſpirit tame, 
DP we conquer d Fear — And almoſt conquer d Shame ; 
So much theſe Dear Inſtruftors change and win us, 
Without their light we ne er ſhould know what's in us. 
Here we at once ſupply our childiſh wants — 
NoveLs are Hotbeds for your forward plants. 
Not only Sentiments refine the Soul, | 
But hence we learn to be the Smart and Drole; 
Tach aukward circumſtance for laughter ſerves, 
From Nurſes nonſenſe to 5 Mother's NRRv Es: 


5 To Though 


E NI O oO F-2 


Though Parents tell us, that our genius lies 

In mending linen and in making pies, 

T fet ſuch formal precepts at defiance 

That preach up prudence, neatneſs, and compliance; 

Leap theſe old bounds, and boldly ſet the pattern, 
To be a Wit, Philoſopher, and Slattern— 


O] did all Maids and Wives my ſpirit feel, 
We'd make this topſy-turvy world to reel. 

| Let us Io arms! — Our Fathers, Huſbands, dare ! 
NoveLs will teach us all the Art of War: 
Our Tongues will ſerve for Trumpet and for Drum 
PII be your Leader —General Hontycomse ! 


Too long has human nature gone aſtray, 

Daughters ſhould govern, Parents ſhould obey ; 
Man ſhould ſubmit, the moment that he weds, 

Aud hearts of oak ſhould yield to wiſer heads : 

I ſee you ſmile, bold Britons But tis truc— 


Beat You the French; — But let your * bead 


Tan. — 
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